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English Olimber (lovking over): “I say, THAT’S SOMETHING LIKE A ‘ DROP’—EH, WHAT!” 
American Climber (otherwise engaged): ‘ Betigve me, 1t is SOME prop, 11's ‘ JOHNNIE WALKER 


Rep LaseL’—straight out of the non-refillable bottle.” 


The satisfaction of getting a whisky of undoubted superiority is only equalled by the certainty 
of always getting it at its best—————_that is why ‘“Jounnie Waker” is put in the 
non-refillable bottle. 


Every drop of “ Johnnie Walker’? Red Label Whisky is over 10 years old. 


GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 


Agents: WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JoHn Waker & Sons, Lrp., Wuisky Distttters, K1LMARNOCE. 
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COAT CUT 
UNION SUIT 





The Secret is 
Out 


@OLUS means Open Leg 
Union Suit. But—that isn’t 
the secret. 


@ The secret is COMFORT 
and is only a _ secret to 
those who have never worn 


OLUS. 


@OLUS is coat-cut, opens 
all the way down the leg. 
Easy to put on, easy to take 
off. 


@ You wear a coat-cut shirt. 
Try a coat-cut union suit. 


q If OLUS label isn’t in neck, 
it's a substitute and isn't 
coat-cut. 


$1, $1.50, $2, $2.50 $3 


OLUS ONE-PIECE 
PAJAMA, delight- 
ful for sleeping and 
lounging. No strings 
to tighten or come 
loose. $1.50 and up. 


FOR MEN AND 
WOMEN } 


OLUS Booklet on re- 
quest. If your dealer 
cannot supply you, 
write us, 


GIRARD COMPANY 


346 BROADWAY, Dept. 8 
NEW YORK 
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All 


This is the Fairest 


Trial Subscription 
Offer We Have 
Been Able to 
Devise — 


OR 


We want you to know Puck— 
to know it as some 50,000 new 


readers know it. 


So confident are we that 
Puck is the kind of humorous 
weekly you have long wished 
to see, we are making a trial 
subscription offer that in many 
respects is unparalleled in the 


publishing world. 


On receipt of the coupon be- 
low we will enter your name for a 
Three Months’ Trial Subscription 
to Puck. When we get around 
to it, you will receive a bill at 
the regular price of $1.00. If, 
however, after you have received 
your first three copies, you feel 
that after all Puck is not the 
kind of paper you desire, you 
may return our bill with a re- 
quest to cancel your subscription. 
will 


nothing save the postage. 


Your experiment cost 


Buow 


301 LAFAYETTE St., New Yore 


Upon receipt of this coupon 
kindly enter my name for a 
Three Months’ Trial Subse rip- 
tion. If, after rec eiving the first 
three numbers of Puck, I wish 
to continue, I shall remit $1.00. 
Otherwise I reserve the right to 
request a cancellation at no cost 
to me whatever. 
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GRINIGRAMS 


John Bowman will no longer measure Sing Sing 
prisoners. Bowman has been the inmate tailor for six- 
teen years, but was removed because the inmates com- 
plained about misfits. — Uplift item. 

By the way, are prison suits nowadays edged 
with braid or not? 


Mr. Ivins complained of weakened vocal cords, but the 
Colonel laughed gayly as he said his voice was as strong 
as ever and good for unlimited wear. — Syracuse item. 

Where is the doctor who last year made the 
Colonel give up a speaking tour because of the 
“alarming condition”’ of his throat? Perhaps 
he has gone to join that other doctor who said 
that ‘“* Morse couldn’t live a year.” © 
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A newspaper alludes to a motorcyclist who 
**broke a little girl’s leg in the safety zone.’ 
Pardon us, but just whereabouts in a little 
girl’s —— Oh, finish it yourself! 


* 


The Dean of Canterbury said flatly he refused to swear 
off altogether. He had tried it before, he said, and found 
it a failure in that it impaired his health. London cable. 

With proper acknowledgements to Mr. Gold- 
berg, we rise to remark that here is “‘ the guy”’ 
who rushed the can in Canterbury. 


. 


Some day, some newspaper reporter will win 
lasting fame by not referring to a prospective 
arrival as an “‘ interesting event.’ 


. 


Culebra Cut is no more. It is now, officially, 
Gaillard Cut. Culebra by any other name, how- 
ever, will slide as much. 


* 


“Sultan hears of victory,” says a line from 
Constantinople. The Sultan has the most opti- 
mistic ears in captivity. 
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A Damned Good Car 


The LEXINGTON Car is not a miracle, a wonder 
worker, a world beater. It is simply a damned good 
car—ewift, strong, ight, Se ne the easiest o-~ 
tn sfe ALT, Se: 














*“*A damned good car’’—thus we read the 
frank announcement of an automobile manu- 
facturer at the outset of his advertisement. An 
excellent precedent, and one which the makers 
of other articles would do well to follow. There 
is too much delicacy in advertisements, too 
much niceness, too much “fear of giving 
offense.”” The copy-writer strives for new 
twists of expression instead of talking good, pro- 
fane United States. “‘A damned good car!” 
Great! 


And why limit it to. cars? Let us have 
damned good soap, and damned good breakfast 
food. Surely there is room for an illustrated 
advertisement in which a little child is made to 
say to a crafty, unscrupulous shop-keeper: 
*“‘My mother sent me for Higgin’s Holeless 
Doughnuts, and—damn it!—I’ll accept no substi- 
tute!’’ This sort of thing would work wonders 
for commerce. It would vitalize the bill-boards 
with the very essence of pep and increase the 
pulling power of the car-card a hundred fold. 


Nor is “damn” all. It is possible that some 
ingenious advertising man will some day find a 
way to say “hell” effectively. It is a word in 
common use, we understand, but except by 
Billy Sunday, it has never been commercialized. 
If it is proper to speak of ‘‘ a damned good car,”’ 
why, with propriety, may not allusion be made 
to “‘one hell of a fine suit of clothes’’? 


We seem to see among the institutions of the 
near-future a Correspondence School of Com- 
mercial Cussing. 

- 


Alabama may be in the market for a loan of from 
$1,000,000 to $2,000,000 before the end of the year, the 
State Treasurer announces. The deficit, which is growing 
at the rate of $100,000 a month, is now said to total 
$1,000,000. — New York American. 


Prohibition leaves a train of shattered State 
treasuries in its wake. We would suggest that 
West Virginia and Alabama put a tax on choco- 
late sundaes to help them out of their financial 
difficulties. 
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HYDE AND JEKYLL HARRIMAN 


A Puck cartoon of 1908 which suggests that 
T. R. knew other “ Hydes” and other “ Jekylis” 
beside political bosses. 
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“What Fools These Mortals Be !’ 
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Established 1877 
The Oldest Humorous Publication 
in America—and the Newest 
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THE PREMATURE BAROMETER 


There is work in Wall Street for the Grand 
Old Party. Not child’s play, but work, real work, 
of a corrective nature. Just as the Grand Old 
Partisans were assuring the country that the 
sole hope of prosperity lay in Republican suc- 
cess in 1916, Wall Street started to misbehave 
most scandalously. Right in the heart of a 
Democratic administration, stocks began to climb 
on buying orders from everywhere, and there 
appeared to be all the makings of a boom—a 
most embarrassing dilemma. 


If the Grand Old Party can counteract this 
boom and knock the stock list down to the kill- 
joy level suited toa Democratic administration the 
total damage may not be great; but there is vital 
need for quick action and plenty of it. Wall 
Street, be it remembered, is “‘the barometer of 
the country’s condition’’ (we have had this on 
Republican authority time without end); and if 
Wall Street is seen to be bullish and booming, 
one has no choice but to assume that the country 
is bullish and booming also—a distressing thought. 


Of course, it is possible to claim that Wall 
Street and the country at large have nothing in 
common, that the state of the market is no index 
to the state of the nation; but it is a claim which 
no discreet Republican will make out loud. The 
Grand Old Partisans have said too much to the 
contrary. When times were dull in the Street, 
and the whole list was falling, with what prompt- 
ness were persons rebuked who said that it 
meant nothing outside of Wall Street, that 
“*fundamentally’”’ business conditions were 
sound. Up rose the Grand Old Partisans then 
and trotted out the barometer metaphor. ‘‘Busi- 
ness can’t be sound if the market is off,’’ they 
said. ‘‘Wall Street is the country’s barometer.” 


Oh, these dreadful words! Can it be that in 
Wall Street’s judgment good times are here- 
here in a Democratic administration? Wall 
Street, “last to recover,’’ most certainly is 
*‘recovering.”” Unto the breach, dear friends 
of the Grand Old Party; this is no time for pros- 
perity. The barometer is rising too soon. 


- 


Children, you have all heard of the philoso- 
pher’s stone, have you not? To those of you 
who shake your heads we shall explain that the 
Philosopher’s stone never existed except in the 
minds and hopes of the gentlemen who looked for 
it. It was worth looking for, was the philosopher’s 
Stone, because if found, and if equal to the task 
expected of it, it would have turned baser metals 
into gold, a miracle of chemistry with large 
commercial possibilities. 
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More “ scraps of paper’”’ 


Men got tired after a while of looking for the 
philosopher’s stone, and either died poor or 
sought other means of getting rich. The old 
chaps never thought that the stone they were 
seeking would turn up in the Twentieth Century 
in the guise of a man, but such undeniably is the 
case; and the man is named Theodore. Now, 
don’t take us literally. The Hon. Theodore does 
not, of course, turn baser metals into gold by the 
formal touch of his hand, but he accomplishes 
something just as wonderful and far nobler. 
He turns base men, men of low aims, into men 
who are pure and holy, and by the mere magic 
of his presence. 


The Colonel will take a political boss, a fellow 
whose “‘civic decency” is nil and whose ideals 











THE CLIMBER 


are those of a “practical man,” and simply by 
associating with him, raise him to heights of pub- 
lic service far, far above suspicion. Platt, Odell, 
Barnes, Harriman, Flynn, Perkins — all were 
**base’’ men whom the philosopher’s stone of 
Roosevelt’s personality turned to pure and lus- 
trous gold. Some of their acts, it is true, have 
seemed incapable of standing the acid test of 
publicity, but this has been readily explained at 
Syracuse. No matter what a “‘boss’’ did, if he 
did it in association with Theodore it was no act 
of “‘bossism,”’ but the act of a reclaimed man 
working along noble lines for the public good. 


No graver injustice could be done to the Hon. 
William Barnes, Jr., than to assume that he was 
always as “‘base’’ as he is now. 
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LADDER.— A frame consisting of two side-pieces, connected at suitable distances by cross- 


| pieces, forming steps by which a person may ascend a height. 


Century Dictionary. 




















Mr. Chester did not look at Sir William, nor 
did Sir William even glance at Mr. Chester. 


The great liner with her one hundred and 
fifty first-class passengers left Liverpool at four 
o’clock in the afternoon. The one hundred and 
fifty passengers settled down and, each in his 
own way, prepared to be comfortable or very 
uncomfortable for a week. Next morning, Mr. 
Chester, who never suffered from seasickness, 
sat down in the smoking-room and lit his pipe. 
Mr. Chester was an Eng- 
lishman. Had he been e 
an American he would have 
lit a cigar. Sir William 
Benson also sat down in 
the smoking-room and lit a 
pipe. He, too, was an Eng- 
lishman. 


Mr. Chester did not look 
at Sir William. Nor did Sir 
William even glance at Mr. 
Chester. 

After dinner Mr. Chester 
lit his pipe again and. or- 
dered a glass of Benedictine. 
Sir William, sitting on the 
next seat, lit his pipe and 
ordered a liqueur brandy. 
Neither man looked at the 
other. 


Next morning Sir William 
was in the smoking-room 
first. Mr. Chester entered 
ten minutes later. They sat 
near each other. Sir Wil- 
liam glanced at Mr. Ches- 
ter. Mr. Chester looked 
the other way. 


On the third morning Mr. 
Chester looked at Sir Wil- 
liam. Sir William was, as 
it happened, looking at Mr. 
Chester. Their eyes met. 
They both turned ’round 
and looked in opposite di- 
rections. : 

On the fourth morning Sir 
William nodded when Mr. 
Chester sat down. Mr. 
Chester, making a barely 
perceptible motion of his 
chin, nodded back. 


On the fifth day Mr. 
Chester said ‘* Morning.” 

Sir William considered 
the situation for a minute. 
He was not a man who 
rushed headlong into friend- 
ships. Then he, too, said 
**Morning.”’ 
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On the sixth day—this was not one of the 
very swift ships——Sir William spoke. 

‘Going across?’’ he said. 

“*Yes,”’ said Mr. Chester. ‘‘ Are you?” 


Unless they had embarked with the intention 
of committing suicide in mid-Atlantic it was 
obvious that they must both be going across. 
Neither man had compromised himself by giving 
information about his private affair. 


After dinner that night Mr. Chester spoke. 
‘*Beastly thing this war,”’ he said. 

Sir William sipped his brandy and replied. 
** Beastly,”’ he said. 


Next day, the seventh of the voyage, the 
steamer slipped slowly past the Statue of Liberty. 
Mr. Chester and Sir William stood together on 
the deck. 

“Pleasant trip,’’ said Sir William. 





Sir William and Mr. Chester stood together again, calm 


as carved images in the tumult 


BOON TRAVELING COMPANIONS 


By GEORGE A. BIRMINGHAM, of London 


Illustrations by NELSON GREENE 








**Very,”’ said Mr. Chester. 

Half-an-hour later a dozen fussy tugs were 
pushing their noses against the great liner’s 
stern, guiding her into her dock. 


**Hope we’ll meet again,” said Sir William. 
‘*My name’s Benson.”’ 

*“‘Thanks,”” said Mr. Chester. 
Chester.”’ 


The custom-house officers, the porters, the 
travelers, and the friends who had come to 
meet them, ran ’round and ’round each other 
in the shed on the quay. Sir William Benson 
and Mr. Chester stood together again, calm as 
carved images in the tumult. 


“*Mine’s 


“‘Happen to know Charlie Benson?” said 
Mr. Chester. ‘Man in the Eighth Lancers.” 

‘*Brother of mine,”’ said Sir William. 

**Married my cousin,” said Mr. Chester. 
** Bessie Chester.” 

Sir William pondered this 
fact. 

“*Funny thing,’”’ he said, 
“running into you like 
this.’’ 

*“‘Damned lucky,’’ said 
Mr. Chester. ‘‘Hate travel- 
ing alone.”’ 


‘*Much pleasanter to have 
someone to talk to,’’ said 
Sir William. 

Then Mr. Chester was 
drawn away and made to 
give an assurance to a 
custom - house officer that 
he had brought a dress- 
suit to America in order to 
wear it and with no inten- 
tion of selling it. Sir Wil- 
liam said the same thing 
about his shirts. They had 
one more glimpse of each 
other as they left the shed. 


**Might be going home 
together,” said Sir Wil- 
liam. 

“Hope so,” said Mr. 
Chester. ‘‘Hate traveling 
alone. Beastly dull busi- 
ness.” 

* 


SUBURBAN STAKES 


**How did you come out 
on that last poker pot?” 
asked the first commuter. 

**Well, I bet a rosebush. 
Wombat raised me a gera- 
nium and a pint of tulip 
bulbs. But I bluffed him 
out with forty feet of rub- 
ber hose and a couple of 
window screens.”’ 


- 





The verdict of history 
seems to be that while a 
great deal has come to 
pass relatively little has 
come to stay. 
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IF ANOTHER HAD BEEN PRESIDENT 


SCENE—White House, 1914 


PRESIDENT (entering Cabinet Room): 
morning, gentlemen. 

SECRETARY OF WAR: Good morning, Mr. 
President. I have just received this telegram 
from the City of Mexico. 

President takes telegram and reads. His brow con- 
tracts; his lips are drawn tightly, exposing teeth; his eyes 
glisten behind his glasses. : 

PRESIDENT (to the Secretary of War and the 
members of the Cabinet): By Jove, this is in- 
famous; an American citizen shot down. We 
will teach these outlaws that this can not be 
done with impunity ! 

SECRETARY OF STATE (interrupting): But, 
Mr. President, this man had chosen to take the 
risks of doing business in a foreign country. 
He had been warned repeatedly of the danger 
of remaining, but he was tempted by big 
profits. He had mixed up in local quarrels, and 
had shot four Mexicans. 

PRESIDENT (with tremendous gusto): No 
matter; we will teach these dogs that an Ameri- 
can citizen must be protected. Mr. Secretary, 
have orders issued, in accordance with the plans 
of the General Staff, to concentrate on the Mex- 
ican border. 

PRESIDENT (turning towards the Secretary of 
State): Mr. Secretary, demand an immediate 
apology and an indemnity of a quarter of a 
million for this outrage. 

SECRETARY OF STATE: But, Mr. Presi- 
dent, the Istatzehuati faction is entering the 
City of Mexico and it is, at this moment, diffi- 
cult to determine the responsible head. It is as 
if England had demanded reparation of Wash- 
ington for outrages upon Englishmen rcmaining 
in South Carolina during the War of the Re- 
bellion. 


PRESIDENT (bringing down his fist upon the 
Cabinet table): No matter; this is no time for 
hair-splitting. The United States must teach 
the world its citizens must be respected. 


SECRETARY OF THE NAVY: Mr. Presi- 
dent, we have eight battleships in Cuban waters. 
Admiral Brownlow and the officers of the De- 
partment are unanimous in thinking that these 
vessels should be ordered to Vera Cruz. 

PRESIDENT (snapping his teeth): By Jove, 
yes. Send them along. 


SECRETARY OF WAR: Mr. President, there 
are now more than a hundred thousand Mex- 
ican troops in the field. In a war with the 
United States, they will probably unite. We 
have not more than forty thousand troops 
available. 


PRESIDENT: I will sketch out a proclama- 
tion tonight calling for three hundred thousand 
volunteers. If we have to do this thing, we will 


Good 





MYSTERY 
ETHEL: Which of them broke the engagement ? 


EDITH: 
foresight. 


I can’t imagine. Neither has any 











EMPLOYMENT CHIEF: 


RIGHT ON THE JOB 





















































You: may report for work to-morrow morning at 


nine sharp, Miss Taplin. And, by-the-way,! trust you’re not a clock-watcher ? 
STENOGRAPHER: Oh, dear, no! I have a wrist watch! 


do it right and up to the handle! By Jove, this 
makes my blood tingle. It brings back the old 
days of Cuba! 

The Secretary of State starts to speak, but the enthu- 
siastic members of the Cabinet gather ‘round the Presi- 
dent. “‘What’s the use?” he mumbles to himself, as he 
retires to the other side of the room. 


. ” ” 


A year later. Newsboy crying: “Extra! 
American troops victorious! Fifteen thousand 
Americans killed in capturing City of Mexico! 
Fatalities: of Mexicans said to exceed thirty 
thousand! Three new armies of occupation 
will be organized so as to pacify the country!”’ 

News item, later: ‘‘ Arrangements are being 
rapidly completed to send home to his family 
the body of every American soldier! The In- 
ternational Coffin Company has contracted with 
the Government to ship to Mexico at once 
15,000 handsome coffins, usually sold for $100, 
but the Government will pay but $18.87 each.”’ 

Still later. Year 1925. Newsitem: ‘‘ The 
Pension Department published yesterday, in 
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five volumes, the complete list of Mexican pen- 
sioners. Up to date the total cost of pensions 
paid to veterans of the Mexican War is only 
eight hundred and twenty-nine millions.” 

~—John Brisben Watker. 
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THE NEED OF THE HOUR 


A hush felluponthe House. From the crowded 
galleries not so much as a whisper. 

A member rose in his place. ‘‘Mr. Speaker,” 
quoth he, ‘‘I would like to ask if there are any 
committees investigating anything?”’ 

“There are none,”’ replied the Speaker. 

It was a moment of intense though suppressed 
excitement. ‘I move,’’ exclaimed the member, 
with deep feeling, “‘the appointment of a com- 
mittee to investigate why nothing is being inves- 
tigated. If the conditions are become such that 
there is nothing to investigate, they should be 
met with appropriate legislation.”’ 


A sigh of relief went up from the assembled 
multitude, then a burst of applause, then cheers. 














PROHIBITION IN RUSSIA 


THE GOVERNOR: And what report do you bring to us from our provinces? 
THE SUBORDINATE: Your honor, since the abolition of vodka, the hardy 
peasantry are unable to pronounce the names of their villages. 
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Drawn sy HY MAYER 





























THE NEWS IN RIME 


Verses by DANA BURNET Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 
The Zoo, which may be counted on The Kaiser paid a visit to All ocean-going garments for 
For entertaining drama, The trenches of his yeomen, The now impending season 
Presented Gotham’s burghers with And hurled a speech into the breach Must be confined within the bounds 
A bouncing baby Ilama. That overwhelmed the foemen. Of Puritanic reason. 
°Tis said when roses fall in love If he, and others we could: name, The echoes of the Barnes Ti-Rade 
They blush to hide their shyness ; Would spend a few weeks fighting, Reached Whitman’s outer lobby, 
The Oxford chaps The well-known war The Gov’nor heard , 
Turned off their taps, Would soon be o’er, And gently spurred 
And all is gloom and dryness. But we must not be biting. His Presidential hobby. 


A lady centenarian 
Informed her modern sisters 
That woman’s place was at the socks, 
A-mending for the misters. 
We’re threatened now with horseless 
cops — 
We trust they’re naught but rumors; 
The feminists 
Dispelled the mists, 
And came out strong for bloomers. 





Josephus Daniels, F. S. L.,* 


The Weather Man has come again Indorsed himself with fervor ; The Jitney "Bus caused quite a snarl 
With strange and tricky capers, The Allies may add sizzling Greece Among the legal sages, 
To halve a page with Harry Thaw To Turkey when they serve her. But, so to speak, the thing is still 
And liven up the papers. Japan’s first breech of promise suit Within its early stages. 
Three million miles of comet’s tail Was won by Miss Mozawa; Miss Farrar has been moved to pose 
Was gently flicked above us; The summer man Before the movie shutters; 
The Colonel said, Now courts his tan, The cabaret 
With wagging head, And quiet reigns in Mlawa. Is on its way, 
That no one seems to love us. * First Sea Lord—also, Father Sabara Legislation. And all the peace talk stutters. 
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A LOVE-LETTER 


O fairy face, with the dew in your hair, 
Ah! why did you come, and why do I care! 
And when shall we meet again— and where? 


When the April moon, like a silver boat, 
At the other side of the wood’s afloat, 
Moonbeam-tied to a patient fir- 

Will you meet me there? 


Or-where the sea, through its rocky caves, 

Goes calling your name with its thousand waves, 
With a gold comb in your emerald hair 

Will you meet me there ? 


P. S.— 
Or where New York's electrics shine, 
Shall we sit in a dream and pretend to dine? 
Or you shall eat, while I despair, 
If you prefer. 
Richard Le Galliene. 




















ANA gill 
\N 
\\ . 


\ 





work at his nails again. 
all, formed on his brow. 

Some of the other fellows, Alf, and Snoodles, and 
Algy, and Reggie, tried to stop him for a touch of tiffin 
or one thing or another, but Percy simply wouldn’t be 
stopped, merely begging them: ‘‘Don’t stop me, dear 








Patiently and persistently, Percy polished his perfect pink nails. Har- 
old watched him intently for a full, nerve-racking hour before he ventured 
to speak, for he knew how Percy detested being interrupted at anything 
important. Finally he took his courage in his hands 
and remarked: ‘But, I say, Perce, old boy, y’know 
you’ve been at that a deuced long while, y’know, and 
they’re really completed, one might say. Leave off, 
old boy, and come and have a bit of billiards.” 

Percy merely shook his head and, after listening 
intently a moment as for the voices of angels, fell to 
Beads of perspiration, two in 


boys, I’ll explain a littie latter,”’ and falling to work again, only now and 
then pausing long enough to listen intently as if for mysterious celestial 


music. 

At last the noon whistles blew. With a delicious sigh, Percy left off pol- 
ishing and fell back in his big chair, exhausted. 

**An orator fellow made a Socialist of me,’”’ he explained weakly, but 


with a°brave smile, ‘‘ and I took an oath that I would do some actual manual 


labor every day.”’ 
And the rest of them cheered him royally, for, though an indolent lot 
themselves, they admired spirit in others. 


DIDN’T HAVE ANOTHER 


WILLIE: I had a fight with Tommy Jones, but he hit me first. 
WILLIE’S MAMMA: But the Bible says if our enemy smite us on one 


cheek, we should turn the other. 
WILLIE: Yes, I know; but he swatted me on the nose. 
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THEIR FIRST BREAKFAST 
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Nietzsche Miles of un- 
reviewed books 
confront me. Life is short, 


and long is criticism; also 
tiresome. First on my list is a 
big volume entitled, ‘‘ What 
Nietzsche Taught,” and its 
subtitle might be: “‘ The Quin- 
tessence of Nietzscheism,’’ for 
the author, Willard Huntington 
Wright, has, within the com- 
pass of some three hundred 
pages, presented us on a silver 
salver the very pith of Nietz- 
sche’s ideas, and prefaced 
these selections with an in- 
forming essay in which he 
corrects some current miscon- hv 

ceptions concerning the great ps . 
German thinker. The war ot ‘aaa ~ 
brought two names into the SR HS" 
journalistic limelight, those of == any 
Nietzsche and the Belgian poet, 
Verhaeren. Naturally enough, 
poor Nietzsche’s words were 
tortured to fit any imbecile 
theory, and it is this misread- 
ing that Mr. Wright has sought 
to remedy. He lets the man 
speak for himself in admirably 
compiled chapters. If you 
don’t know what Nietzsche 
meant after studying this book, 
then there is no hope for you. 
The most illuminating single 
essay thus far written in Eng- 
lish is by Havelock Ellis—in 
his ‘‘ Affirmations”; the most 
concise summing-up of Nietz- 
sche’s philosophy is by Grace 
Neal Dolson — mentioned by 
Mr. Wright; also H. L. Mencken’s comprehensive study; and with ‘‘ What 
Nietzsche Taught’’ as a general introduction to the works—the Oscar 
Levy edition (MacMillan’s), the student will find himself on a firm foundca- 
tion. The Wright book is published by B. W. Huebsch. 


Edgar Saltus I have often wondered why some enterprising 

publisher doesn’t rescue from second-hand bookstores 
those two remarkable volumes by Edgar Saltus, ‘‘The Philosophy of Dis- 
enchantment’ (1885), and “‘ The Anatomy of Negation” (1889). The 
Belford Co., later Belford, Clarke & Co., went out of business, and un- 
less I am mistaken, these studies were not republished. You are lucky to 
come across them second-hand, as they are always snapped up by bibli- 
ophiles. In them, and in his incomparable fashion, Mr. Saltus has distilled 
a library, and positively makes philosophy as interesting as fiction (is it not 
in the ultimate analysis the finest fiction ?—as are religion and politics). He 
discusses Schopenhauer and Hartmann—Edouard Von, who had, he says, 
the longest beard in literature; and in ‘‘The Anatomy of Negation’ he 
traces the philosophy of revolt from Kapila and Buddha to the pessimism 
of yesterday. Nietzsche is a poet rather than a philosopher, but his 
present vogue need not blind us to the bigger man of the two, his master, 
Arthur Schopenhauer, a profounder thinker; above all, the possessor of a 
more synthetic imagination than the unhappy Friedrich Nietzsche (whose 
alleged Polish ancestry Mr. Wright disposes of in a few words). By all 
means let us have a new edition of Mr. Saltus’ two works, if for nothing 
else but the pleasure of reading his vivid, rhythmic prose at a period when the 
majority of philosophical writers are doing their worst with the King’s English. 


As regards Emile Verhaeren, I recommend Stefan 
Zweig’s study, now in English, though I can’t help wonder- 
ing over the tardy “‘discovery”’ of Belgium’s greatest poet; bard, would 
be a more correct appellation. Maeterlinck reached us first, though in 
“*Les Flaireurs’’ Charles Van Lerberghe anticipated the form, even the 
style of the genial Maurice. In 1895 Vance Thompson was writing about 
Verhaeren in Mile. New York, and also translated various verse of this 
powerful, sombre, and individual poet. Like Nietzsche, he was bound to 
come into his own. I was greatly pleased with Joyce Kilmer’s estimate of 
Verhaeren, which appeared a short time ago in the magazine of the Sunday 
Times. It was timely and eloquent. 


Verhaeren 


The Early Nietzsche It was about 1885 or 1886 that the magic 


name of Nietzsche attracted me. Perhaps 


the ‘“‘z”’ caught my eye, as it did in the case of Liszt. Naturally, the 














early books, and I believe them 
to be his best, set my curiosity 


ablaze. I couldn’t find out 
anything of the writer except 
that he was a philologist, a 
friend of Richard Wagner’s, 
and a fighter for the Wagner 
cause; indeed, it was through 
musical channels that I first 
became acquainted with the 
now famous study of Wagner, 
since thrown into striking re- 
lief by “‘The Wagner Case”’; 
that regrettable attack against 
an old friend, worse still, on once 
cherished ideals. I began 
writing of the new man in 
1889, purely from the musical 
point of view. In 18961 visited 
Bayreuth, and hearing there 
of Nietzsche’s nervous break- 
down—at that time Wagnerians 
and Wahnfried were only too 
glad to emphasize the “‘in- 
sanity”"’ of Wagner’s former 
admirer—I determined to visit 
the philosopher, and stopped 
off at Naumburg for that pur- 
pose. I regret to say that I 
couldn’t see his sister, Elizabeth 
Foerster-Nietzsche, that great- 
hearted sister who has given 
her life to the vindication of 
her brother’s character, and 
to the propaganda of his ideas. 
And I also regret to say that, 
for a moment, I actually gazed, 
with almost morbid curiosity, 
on the great-suffering man in 
his retreat. How I managed 
this I dare not say. It was 
against all precedent and rule in the institution, but at that time I was 
infected with a form of psychic disease known as hero-worship, and 
Nietzsche I determined to see, and Nietzsche I saw, in the flesh. He was 
sitting on a balcony, facing a charming landscape, and quietly reading 
a book, but upside-down, which seems to confirm the old theory of eye- 
strain. Professor T., who was my guide, told me a sweeter-tempered 
patient he had never met. But I was glad to get away, my nerves very 
shaky after looking at what had once been a magnificent mental volcano, 
spouting flame and lava, then a heap of gray ashes. Most melancholy 
was his expression; an aristocrat, but physically an old man. From 1889, 
when he went to pieces in Turin, to his death in 1900, Nietzsche was 
never violently insane, rather melancholy. I had the pleasure of meeting his 
sister in 1903 at Weimar, and from her lips heard the truth of the “‘in- 
sanity’’ story. Like a Damascene blade, too keen for its scabbard, the 
spirit of Nietzsche wore out its earthly envelope. He lived by the pen, and 
by the pen he perished. But his soul is now burning in some heaven. 


A dialectician, despite his fervent hatred of metaphysics, Nofions 
Nietzsche, nevertheless, threw overboard as much as he could 
his scholastic baggage. His philosophical pedigree is not difficult to trace. 
Intellectually, he comes from Max Stirner, Karl Gutzkow, even from 
Bakounin—he, the despiser of anarchism and socialism. As enthusiastic a 
Schopenhauerian as Richard Wagner, he denied his allegiance to the Mas- 
ter Pessimist when he discovered that there can be no will to live without 
previous existence, and existence presupposes will. It is the will to power 
that is Nietzsche’s cardinal doctrine, and this is neither evil nor good; 
our young Siegfried among philosophers would transvalue all moral values. 
In his divagations with a hammer-—he called himself the Philosopher with 
a Hammer—Nietzsche smashed all idols, old, new, and unborn. He, like- 
wise, in his intellectual fury and craving after universal knowledge, 
smashed the delicate mechanism of his own sensitive brain. He loathed the 
common herd more than Horace, more than Flaubert—to whom life was 
merely a bad smell. The philosophical moderation, or eclecticism, of 
Herbert Spencer, the tepid piety of the middle classes, he equally scorned. 
He would have us all aristocrats in mind. No pope, no king, no democ- 
racy could bind his rebellious intellect. Like Ibsen’s Brand, he ever 
sought the steepest heights. But a lonely, fierce soul is his Zarathustra. 
It is a critical misconception that he is called a follower of Darwin. He 
abused Charles Darwin, and uncritically. He attacked the Darwinian sur- 
vival theory. It is the survival of not the fittest, but of the unfittest, that 
modern life encourages; and he included Christianity in his denunciation 
as a vast hospital of sick souls and feeble bodies. For him, Hegel and the 
(Continued on page 20) 
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HOW TO ENJOVVHE U 


Pictorial suggestions for American tourists w™ of | 
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NEW YORK GENDARMES 


mone 8 <= ie, TWO HEAVY WEIGHTS —TwO UNIFORMS — THIS TRICK 


BELT CCN ' WELI-TAUGHT—AND yOu HAVE ALL WE CHARM OF 


MENINEEL Ese CEN ZE REIGN BERLIN AT yOouR DOOR. 
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ists Wie "PMUSe Of the war, are “stranded” in their own country 











ON THE OTHER HAND—— 


It would be criminal to let a false sense of 
modesty stand in the way of doing justice to an 
exceptionally able bit of contemporary journal- 
ism. The article in question appeared on this 
page some weeks ago and was concerned with 
Billy Sunday. It was my purpose then to show 
that the common explanation of the Sunday 
spell was the wrong explanation; that the 
famous Sunday vernacular, the supposed ele- 
mental outpouring of an elemental soul, was in 
reality a highly artificial lingo; that the Sunday 
sermons were written as well as delivered in 
the sweat of the brow and with a hypodermic. 


At that time I had not had the advantage of 
hearing Billy Sunday. Since then I have been 
in Paterson and been convinced. I learned 
something new about the man and I came away 
with a new sense of the power of the press. 
For conveying a totally wrong idea of a cer- 
tain state of facts there is nothing like a couple 
of million words of newspaper copy. I had 
come prepared to find an audience enthralled 
by the Billy Sunday dialect, artificially com- 
pounded to be sure, but still so cleverly com- 
pounded as to deceive the casual observer. I 
found the real article to be an awkward mix- 
ture of platitude and ‘‘pep,” rhetoric and 
ribaldry, which deceived and enthralled no one. 
Mixture is hardly the word. The ingredients 
did not mix at all. If from the newspapers you 
have gained impression that Billy Sunday’s 
style, whether natural or artificial, is a racy 
style, a seasoned style, a style of sustained 
slang, the mustard uniformly distributed over 
the chop, Worcestershire evenly sprinkled on 
the sirloin, you have been quite misled. Asa 
chef Billy Sunday is a failure. 


What you do get from the eminent revivalist 
is ten minutes of the meat of ordinary pulpit 
harangue and then suddenly half a pint of mus- 
tard, five minutes of fairly average pulpit broth 
and a spoonful of paprika, the broth and the 
paprika being taken separately. . Sunday’s 
natural inclination is to speak of the “‘vocifer- 
ations of the infuriated mob.”” Sunday’s per- 
sonages chop down trees with a “sturdy axe”’ 
and then sit down to rest upon the “fallen 
monarch of the forest.”” Take away the gym- 
nastics—and Sunday in action is a trim, athletic 
and quite pleasing figure—and pages of his talk, 
when set down in cold print, would run true to 








POINT OF VIEW 


THE HEN: Weill, that’s pretty fine singing, 
but ! prefer a good old “cluck” for mine! 



































AN ACCIDENTAL TRUTH 


the ministerial type of eloquence. He will use 
the vernacular of the street much more fre- 
quently than your ordinary revivalist. But it is 
the true vernacular of the street, simple, often 
rather awkward, often ungrammatical, but not 
at all the pungent “‘ popular ’’ dialect created by 
the vaudeville houses, and by no means the 
sort of thing that gets into the headlines. The 
headline stuff, the copy with the punch, enters 
only at regular intervals, almost by way of 
intermission. 


You can tell when those intermissions are 
coming. Billy Sunday will be sailing along 
amidst the vociferations of the infuriated mob, 
fallen monarchs of the forest, denizens of the 
deep, and ordinary men, women, churchgoers, 
ministers, drinkers, the Devil, and the like. 


‘Then, almost as if a gong gave the signal, Billy 


stops, gathers himself, launches forward and 
the cupful of mustard is within you. There en- 
sue two or three solid minutes of ginks, boobs, 
rubes, mutts and false alarms, a stream which 
stops as abruptly as it begins, much to the 
relief of the audience—and I imagine to the 
relief of Billy Sunday. Rehearsed to the last 
syllable, to the last gesture. I have heard him 
deliver his celebrated autobiographical sermon, 
and Webster led up no more carefully to 
“‘When my eyes are turned to behold——” 
than Billy Sunday braces himself for the pictur- 
esque ‘‘I am a rube of the rubes, I am a hay- 
seed of the hayseeds, the malodors of the barn- 
yard are in my hair——”’ I have heard him do 
ten minutes‘ of consecutive exhortation and 
then, clang, the deluge—‘‘Here is where you 
get off, here is where you change cars, here is 
where you hang up the receiver, here is where 
Central cuts you off’’—solid mustard and pap- 
rika compiled from the dictionary of slang. 


If from the newspapers you have gained the 
impression that the sudden infusion of mustard 
and “‘pep”’ is intended for the audiences, you 
are again in error. The Paterson audience did 
not, so far as I could see, rally to the dose. 
They gasped at the beginning. They gasped, 
with relief, at the end. And there is every 
reason why they should. Sunday’s audiences 
are not made up of the kind of people who like 
that kind of thing. The mass of people in the 
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Tabernacle is made up of quiet, sober men and 
serious women, churchgoers plainly, who tolerate 
the brutal seasoning for the sake of the ordinary 
meat which Billy Sunday is. wise enough to 
supply. There was little response to the 
*“*mutt’”’ eloquence and virtually no applause. 
The audience clapped when Billy Sunday spoke 
of home, and mother, and the evils of the 
saloon, and the iniquity of lip-service. His best 
scores were made with a very good story and 
with a very simple climax that would have been 
effective in the mouth of the most conservative 
of pulpiteers. The typical Sunday climaxes, the 
set pieces of dramatic business, so painfully 
rehearsed, not omitting Sunday in the act of 
leaning over the banisters of Heaven, or Sun- 
day in a realistic portrayal of expectoration on 
the night of Gethsemane — all these things 
shocked, and, judging from the desired effect, 
fell flat. They liked Sunday when he was 
least like the popular idea of himself. 


For whom then the mustard and the paprika? 
Plainly for the newspapers. It should be con- 
ceded to Billy Sunday that once he gets his 
audience inside the Tabernacle, he can hold 
them unfailingly, without his slang and his 
ribaldry. He has the voice, the physical pres- 
ence, and, on the whole, I am inclined to think 
the sincerity. The problem he has had to face 
is how to get his audiences. Obviously there is 
only one way—by advertising. And the “pep” 
and the vitriol and the ribaldry is Sunday’s 
advertising copy. He knows his reporters and 
his headline writers. He knows the right per- 
centage of ginger necessary to make the front 
page. So he supplies the percentage; and to 
make it easier for the reporters he does not 
dilute the ginger but hands it out in handfuls so 
as to facilitate stenographic notes and rapid 
editing on the copy desk. Sunday’s slang in 
the press is the Wild Man of Borneo outside of 
the circus stand. Once you are inside the fare 
is not extraordinary. Simeon Strunsky. 


¥ 
REALISM 


**Is he a realistic writer?” 
“*Well, he believes in calling a Ford a Ford.” 
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INTENSIVE FARMING 
THEORETICAL AND 





















COLD STORAGE 


“Oh, Bill, look at this! Somebody’s 
trying to corner the food supply!” 


UP TO THE MINUTE 
“Dr. Cuttem keeps up with all of the latest 
innovations, doesn’t he?’’ 
“‘Well, I should say he does; he has even 


installed a pay-as-you-enter system in his 
hospital.”’ 


Gurow 


HOW IT WAS 

“Well, tel your story!” directed ’Squire 
Peavy. ; 

“*Yassah; andt’anky, sah, for de puhmission! ’’ 
replied Brother Clapper. ‘De gen’leman come 
to muh house, and dillified me scan’lous and 
world widout end, mighty nigh. He i 

“‘What do you mean by ‘ dillified’?’’ 

“*Why, sah, he called me all de bogus names 
he could lay his tongue to, and stayed right dar, 
and pT ” 

**Oh, you mean ‘villified,’ or possibly, ‘ dilly- 
dallied’ ——’’ 

“Yassah! Yassah! He done bofe—bemeaned 
me like a houn’ dog, and done took his time 
*bout it, too!” 





THRILLS 


The thrill priced highest in the market is 
where a man does something such that the 
public are profoundly 

1. Afraid he will be killed. 
2. Horrified if he is. 
3. Disappointed if he isn’t. 


¥ 


Men don’t marry sensible women. That’s 
why there are so many good stenographers. 





THE OLDER ONE: Why not? 
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EXTRA PRECAUTIONS 


THE DEBUTANTE: A young man wants me to send him my picture. Would that be proper? 











THE DEBUTANTE: Perhaps, to be on the safe side, I’d better enclose one of my chaperon as well. 

















OYEZ! OYEZ! 


The court interpreter, after trying all the 
fashionable languages, smiled reassuringly at 
the court and began again: ‘“‘Norway yam 
Swedish?” 

“*Blith mith moddle,”’ replied the witness. 

“*Gotchamalkin scowegian Polish ?”’ 

“Sith niddle toof.”’ 

“Yen tightrope Japanese?”’ 

“ Kith yirrow.” 

“Krick dykes Dutch?’’ 

“Ith with peedie.”’ 

The court interpreter took a long breath and 
avoided the court’s eyes. 

**Yow launlee check Chinee? Weel-spoke 
Scotch? Scrag wocko Esperanto? Sockit tuum 
Latin?”’ he rattled off. 

The witness wearily took out a sheet of paper 
and a pencil from his pocket: 

**You poor fish, I got a hare lip,”” he wrote. 


. 
THE BIGAMIST 


Monotony’s the curse of life, 
Despite the moral Tories, 

The which is why I’ve made my wife 
A series of short stories. 


The long, dull novel may allure 
Highbrows, with souls methodic, 
But both in life and lit’rature 
My taste is episodic. 


And though for me sob-sisters mourn, 
I face my fate, nor falter; 

For what's a jail to him who’s worn 
A path to Hymen’s altar ? 


* 
FORM 


The enemy were at the gates. The man fell 
a prey to despair. 

**Let us,” he cried, ‘“‘seek sanctuary in the 
church!” 

But the woman drew back. ‘In summer!” 
she exclaimed. 

“Certainly! Why not?” the man rejoined, 
impatiently. 

“Very well, if you insist! But nobody who is 
anybody has any use for the church in summer,” 
protested the woman, somewhat sulkily. 


A PROSPECTIVE CROP 
**Doing any gardening this year?” 
** A little in that line,’’ responded Mr. Subbubs. 
“I’m training a neighbor’s bean vine to grow 
over on my side of the fence.”’ 


* 


Men are like fish—they fall for a bright-colored 
piece of rag or a little bunch of feather. It 
doesn’t matter if the hook is in plain sight. 














MISS QUINCE ENTERTAINS IN THE PARLOR 


Written and Illustrated (from Clay Models) by HELENA SMITH-DAYTON 














Miss Quince looked through a book of views of Niagara Falls seven times 


As Miss Quince read her letter, her usual 
expression relaxed into a smile. 

**Ah, Miss Quince,” beamed Mrs. Canary, the 
landlady, “‘ pleasant news?”’ 

Miss Quince blushed. It was an old blush and 
didn’t pink-up, but flickered for a few moments 
on her cheeks in an ashes-of-roses, ghost-like, 
once-upon-a-time manner. ‘‘Why—er—er— I 
just got a letter from an old friend — in fact 
well, he and I used to— Back Home we were 
supposed to be almost engaged —— ”’ 

**Will Sneath?” interrupted old Mrs. Cribbage. 
**You don’t mean he’s writ at last!’ 

“Yes,” admitted Miss Quince, ‘‘and what’s 
more, he’s coming on! He says he will be in 
town on Thursday—and for me to save the 
evening for him!”’ 

Everyone at Mrs. Canary’s boarding-house 
knew the story of Miss Quince and Will Sneath. 
In expansive moments Miss Quince liked to talk 
about her blighted romance. Will, it seemed, had 
always suffered from extreme bashfulnees and 
he was too self-sacrificing to ask her to give up 
an opportunity to come to the city, where she 
had worked up to be assistant buyer in the 
handkerchief department of Gettum & Holdum’s 
big emporium. 

*“*I suppose you and Mr. Sneath will go out to 
cabarets and dance places?” inquired Mrs. 
Cribbage, neglecting her oatmeal. 

“*Well,”” mused Miss Quince, ‘‘ Will never was 
much of a hand for going around. I think I'll 
have him come here. As no one ever uses the 
parlor, we can be by ourselves and talk over old 
times. We have so much to say to each other 
after all these years.” 

“I certainly should like to catch a glimpse of 
him,” said Mrs. Cribbage. ‘It’s just like a story 
book. He’ll persuade you to give up your 
Position and go back home with him, I bet!” 

Miss Quince gave an embarrassed little giggle. 
“Well,” she admitted, “‘it is a funny world after 
all. You never can tell what may happen right 
out of a blue sky.” 





During the dragging days until Thursday, Miss 
Quince lived at a high nervous tension. The 
coming of Mr. Sneath was the topic of conver- 
sation. The men boarders bantered her deli- 
cately, and the women were eagerly helpful on 
the subject of clothes and other matters of the 
toilette arts. Gertie Golightly massaged Miss 
Quince’s face every night and they tried new 
ways of arranging her hair. 

On the fateful Thursday evening, when she 
was all ready, Miss Quince was at her ultimate. 

Mr. Sneath came. In a flutter, Miss Quince 
descended to The Parlor. They exchanged 
** Well, Well, Wells ’’ and ‘‘ How-are-yous.”’ Theye 
finally sat down at opposite ends of the red 
plush sofa. Then they began on who were dead, 
who were married, and who had been born in 
the Old Home Town. 

Little Mrs. Cribbage tripped in. ‘‘Oh!”’ she 
exclaimed, apologetically, ‘‘I didn’t mean to in- 
trude — but I thought I dropped my handkerchief 
here after dinner!” 

(Miss Quince wondered miserably if she could 
ever escape handkerchiefs! Handkerchiefs! 
Always handkerchiefs !) 


Introductions followed. Mr. Sneath urged 


Mrs. Cribbage to take The Comfortable Chair. 


** Just for a second,”’ agreed Mrs. Cribbage, 
‘*since you are such an old friend of dear Miss 
Quince’s!”’ 

Mrs. Canary, passing the doorway, glimpsed 
Mrs. Cribbage on the entertainment committee, 
and after a tactful pause entered. 

“Ah!” gushed the landlady, ‘‘have you 
enough light?” 

“Plenty,”’ said Miss Quince, crisply. ‘Mr. 
Sneath, this is my landlady, Mrs. Canary.”’ 

“Delighted to meet Mrs. Canary!” said Mr. 
Sneath, enthusiastically. 

**It is indeed a pleasure for me to meet an old 
friend of Miss Quince’s, the most refined and 
agreeable boarder it has ever been my good 
fortune to entertain beneath my roof,’’ boosted 
Mrs. Canary. 
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**Sit down and make yourself at home,” in- 
vited Mr. Sneath, with facetious cordiality. 

** Just for a moment,”’ promised Mrs. Canary. 

Mr. Sneath was in the midst of an anecdote 
when Mrs. Binney tripped by the door and hesi- 
tated. ‘“‘Oh! here you are, Mrs. Cribbage! I 
was looking for you- os 

An introduction followed. 

Gertie Golightly and May Wizziley on the way 
out, obviously to mail a letter, glanced in and 
Miss Quince never was quite sure how it hap- 
pened that they became members of the ruined 
tete-a-tete. Gertie was soon playing an accom- 
paniment for Mr. Sneath’s imitation of a Harry 
Lauder song, and, naturally, the music attracted 
the deserted men-folks, upstairs, who came 
trooping down to see what was going on. Mr. 
Sneath became the center of attraction. They 
told him he was as “‘ good as a show.” 

**Well,”” admitted Mr. Sneath, modestly, “‘last 
summer up at Camp Comfort, I certainly kept 
things moving! Rainy days— and it rained most 
of the time—1I used to do stunts that kept the 
boys in a perpetual roar. As one of the fellows 
said: ‘Sneath not only knows all the good 
stories, but he knows how to tell them. He sure 
is good company to take on a camping trip.’”’ 

That the reader may not feel to have missed 
too much by the omission of Mr. Sneath’s com- 
plete anecdotes, a few beginnings follow : 

** Have you heard about the Irishman who——”” 

**You know an Englishman hain’t got no sense 
of humor——’”’ 

**Did you get the one about— 

“* Did I ever tell you the story of the cook who 
lost the saucepan overboard——?”’ 

** That reminds me of the farmer who— 

** Now here’s a good one about oi 

“*I suppose it is all right to tell this one before 
you ladies * (As usual, the ladies are dis- 
appointed.) 

Dave Hemisphere ‘“‘blew”’ the crowd to two 
bricks of Neopolitan ice-cream, around 10:30. 


(Continued on page 21) 











THE BEATIFIED RACE 


It is wrong to assert that our fiction magazines 
have lost their power to inspire, to uplift. High 
romance and whole-hearted cheerfulness have 
not deserted them. These qualities have merely 
migrated to the advertising pages. The morbid, 
unpleasant fiction is only a short interlude 
between the innocent joys of Nabiscos and fire- 
less cookers, and the wholesomeness of Mellin’s 
Food. After sin and adulteration comes 
99 44-100 per cent pure. 


The people in the advertisements help us to 
forget those in the stories. These pictured en- 
dorsers display a generosity that I have not met 
with elsewhere. They offer me, a total stranger 
to them, the most delicious refreshments, 
costly gifts in silverware, whole suites of furni- 
ture; they make me aware of ‘“‘long-felt’’ 
wants; they volunteer to teach me Spanish or 
osteopathy or plumbing in ten lessons; they 
propose to send me immediately a history of 
the worid in many volumes, a portable house in 
many pieces, or a new lease of life in many 
doses. ‘They take an interest in my smallest 
needs, seeing to it that I am provided with over- 
shoes and winter flannels, and enquiring sym- 
pathetically, ‘‘ Are you bilious?”’ 


Here, I confess, I sometimes feel embarrassed. 
When my old family doctor asks me, in the 
privacy of his office, questions of this sort, I am 
prepared to answer them; but when, as I am 
turning over the pages of a magazine at a public 
news-stand, someone bobs out from behind a 
respectful soap advertisement and accosts me 
brusquely with, ‘How is your liver?” or ‘‘ Are 
you bowlegged?’’—I feel exceedingly uncom- 
fortablie. 


This forwardness, due to the bad influence of 
the fiction characters, is, I regret to say, a trait 
of some of the women. (How sad it is that 
editors should wilfully allow them to be con- 
taminated! I have seen a little Campbell Soup 
girl of quite a tender age, placed on the same 
page with a heroine whose only topic of con- 
versation was unmoral love.) Luxuriant crea- 
tures, as unabashed as they are beautiful, invite 
my approval of their stays, and make disclosures 
of the most sensational kind. All of this may 
be in accordance with the modern ideas of 





Our Romulus and Remus 
are the Gold Dust Twins 
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TRAVELIES 


FIRST AID TO THE INJURED —LOST BROKER IN THE ALPS 


frankness, may be part of the sex-education 
campaign—but somehow I can’t get used to it. 
I am still old-fashioned enough to believe that 
woman’s place is in the home, especially when 
she is undressing. 

However, while the behavior of these people 
toward me is occasionally a bit disconcerting, 
their deportment toward each other is uniformly 
admirable. In their own sphere they lead model 
lives. 

Their family devotion, for example, is a treat 
to behold. Just see Mama and Papa and Susie 
and Marian and little Jack, all seated around 
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Susie will sit on the arm of Papa’s chair and 
fondly compare her Holeproof Hosiery with his 


the dining-table! From their happy smiles it is 
easy to tell that they love each other and Jell-O. 
After dinner, dear kind Papa will not bury him- 
self in the evening paper, as selfish, inconsid- 
erate papas do — he will give Mama and the 
good, rosy-cheeked children each a stick of 
Spearmint. Then all the family will gather 
’round the fire in peaceful attitudes and listen 
to the phonograph, which protects the atmos- 
phere of their home; and Susie will sit on the 
arm of Papa’s chair and fondly compare her 
Holeproof Hosiery with his. 


Later, when Susie’s swell young man, dressed 
in a nobby Kuppenheimer suit, comes to win her 
heart with a box of Huyler’s, Mama, whom Papa 
still adores because her complexion is youthified 
with Pompeiian, will take Marian and little Jack 
upstairs and show her maternal tenderness by 
teaching them how to make Colgate’s Dental 
Cream lie flat on a Kleanwell. They learn 
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gladiy, for they love Mama and wear garters 
and union suits just like hers. 

Even more remarkable than the family devo- 
tion of these people is their supreme capability. 
They never do anything without brilliant success. 
Papa can, whenever he feels the inclination, build 
a launch, or becomea magnetic speaker, or earn 
eighty dollars a week in his spare time, or evolve 
a thriving chicken farm on two eggs. When he 
goes fishing, you see him in the act of reeling in 
a six-pound trout; when he goes duck hunting, 
you see him casually bringing down a bird with 
each barrel; and when he plays billiards, you 
see him, in a backhand position and a Donchester 
shirt, executing a shot that would make the 
reputation of a professional. 


Look at him now, seated at his desk in his 
office, directing a great business, without the 
least worry or effort. See the respect on his 
employees’ faces! At this very moment he is 
concluding a deal that involves millions. And 
yet how calm he is! All because he wears 
B. V. D.’s. 


In short, the race of endorsers, produced by 
the eugenics of advertising, is not subject to the 
ills that ordinary flesh is heir to. They are the 
heroes of the present age, deified, like Greek 
Orion, in the realms of ‘‘space”’ stalwart, 
serene, divinely handsome. We, poor mortals, 
humbly try to imitate them, and lay our wealth 
at their shrines, as did the Ancients at the altars 
of their gods. Our Ceres is Aunt Jemima; our 
Mercury is Phoebe Snow; our Adonis is the 
Arrow Collar youth; our Venus is Annette Keller- 
man; and our Romulus and Remus are the Gold 


Dust Twins. 
Lawton Mackall. 





Luxuriant creatures, as unabashed as they are 
beautiful, invite my approval of their stays 
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BEFORE THE NEWS WAS BROKEN 
“Are they sparrin’ for wind?” 
“Yes, but they don’t know it! The pro- 
motor has just skipped with the ‘gate’!’’ 


Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Hitters 


are appetizing and healthful. 


Sample of bitters 


(. W. Abbots & Co., Baltimore, Md 


by mail, 25 ets. in stamps. | 
| 
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THE VOICE OF EXPERIENCE 


The new minister was holding forth. 

“It seems to me,”’ he said, ‘“‘ we should 
do more to bring the people together.”’ 

“Huh!” snorted the deacon; ‘‘if you’d 
been here as long as I have, you’d know 
that what we need is something to keep 
‘em apart.’ . 


THE GREATEST IS SAFETY 


“Mr. Bach, meet Mrs. Brown.” 

“Eh -—I didn’t quite catch that — 
or Mrs,?”’ 

“Mrs. Brown.” 

“Husband living?’ 

“Yes.” 

“Healthy?” 

“Why — yes.” 

“Happy together?” 

“Sir! Oh, well — certainly.”’ 

“Pardon me, but — safety first, Mrs. 
Brown. I am glad to meet you.” 


Miss 


A GOOD INSTRUMENT 
SINCLAIR: That’s a nice-looking ba- 
Tometer of yours. Is it sensitive? 
KALLINGS: It’s too sensitive. It even 
indicates when my wife is going to have 
4 Crying spell. 


Probably no pin leads such a useless 
life as the one that holds up 4 medal. 
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Strang Bema TION (Nathan Straus, Jr., President; H. Grant 
York City gat) 80d Treasurer), 301 Lafayette Street, New 
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HAND ROLLED COCARETTES| 
| 


' All Good Dealers. 


Ail gA 


for the fastidious smoker who appreciates true Turkish Tobacco 
We have the blend to suit your taste. Ladies’ sizes with or with 
out perfume. A\ll shipments in Plain Packages. Your Mono 
gram, Crest, Coat-of-Arms or Fraternity Marks at no extra cost 


TRIAL ORDER OF 100 FOR $2.00 


Print the initials or club insignia you wish, 
ld, jum of strong 


CLUB CIGARETTES A SPECIALTY 


fs aconvineer send jo cents for 1§ assorted cihyarette 


MARMAY MFG. CO., Dept. C., 136 & 138 So. 4th St.,'Phila., Pe. 


DESIRABLE DRINKS FOR. 
DOMESTIC DELIGHTS 





BDistinciive Dependable - 
(. H, EVANS & SONS, Madson, NX. Y. 


De icious 





Ceremony is one of the things little people 
stand on to lift them up in the world. 


. 
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GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
5Oc, the case ofsix glass stoppered bottles. 


Best grade cedar canoe for* 20 


Detroit canoes can't sink 


All canoes cedar and copper fastened. We 

jake all sizes and styles, also power canoes. 
“Write for free catal iving prices with retail- 
er’s profit cut out. We are fhe largest manufac- 
turers of canoes in the world. (158) 


Detroit Boat Co., 167 Bellevue Ave., Detroit, Mich. 






$1 to $50 each paid for hundreds of U.8 and Foreign coins dated 
before 1495. Send loc. for onr New Ellustrated Coin Value Book 4x7 














Attractive Short Sea Trips 
for Spring Vacations 


666 miles of all-water travel, including 
meals and stateroom berth, also including 
1\{ days’ accommodations atthe famous 


HOTEL CHAMBERLIN 
Old Point Comfort, Va. 
$20 Including All Expenses 
Afloat and Ashore 
An Ocean Swim Indoors in The Chamberlin's 
Great Sunlit Pompeian Sea Pool 
Every week day at 3 P. M. from 
Pier 25, N.R., New York. Send 
for illustrated pamphlet No. 32. 


* 43.3. Brown, Gen’) Pass. Agt 
mm W. E., Woodrow, Trof Mgr. 
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CUSHION 


RUBBER HEELS 


Protect you against slipping, 
and gives your step the safe 
buoyant lightness of thetrained 


athlete. 


You get more than safety for your 
money when 
you buy Cat’s 
Paw Heels. 


“I have found the best recipe 
for taking care of my legs and 
feet off the field —a recipe that 
saves them from the wear and 
tear of walking on concrete and 
brick. It’s spelled C-A-T-’S 
P-A-W H_E-K-L-S.” 







OU get com- 
fort—the extra 
quality of rub- 


In writing to advertisers, p) 


ber gives greater resiliency — makes 
your step as easy as the cat's own. 


You get durability—the Foster Friction 
Plug not only prevents slipping, but makes 
them wear longer, because the plug is put 
where the jar and wear comes—gives that 
crisp little click to your step which keeps you 
va of the “gum shoe” 

ass. 


And there are no holes 
to track mud and dirt— 
yet they cost no more 
than the ordinary kinds 
—50c. attached — all 
dealers and repair men 
—black and tan. 
as ne of Oe ae | 
Powe yon dlls Gti ol 
istaction all summer. 
FOSTER RUBBER CO. 
105 Federal Street, 
Boston, Mass. 


Originators and patentees of the Foster 
Friction Plug which prevents slipping. 





Do you have weak arches? 
Then you need the Foster 
Orthopedic Heel which 
gives that extra sup 
where needed. Es ly 
valuable to policemen, mo- 
tormen, conductors, floor 
walkers and all who are on 
their feet a great deal. 75c 
attached of eer dealer — 
or sent postpaid u re- 
ceipt of boc. and outline of 
your heel. 
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PUCK’S re 
Oo 
New York’s 
DRAMATIC 
‘ OFFERINGS 
——_ } 
CANDLER Pras er niet! 
Evenings 8.20 Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.a0 


BIGGEST HIT IN 25 YEARS 


COHAN & HARRIS present 
(hy arrangement with Arthur Hopkins) 


THE NEW PLAY «ON TRIAL” 


By E.L. Reizenstein 


GEO. CQHAN?S ‘theatre, Bway, 42458. 





sz IT PAYS TO Se 
pt ADVERTISE 
FULTON Watsesiiet, «Sf 228 


MANAGEMENT H. B. HARRIS ESTATE 


TWIN BEDS 


By Margaret Mayo SELWYN & CO.’S 
and Sallebury Field LAUGH FESTIVAL 


ELTINGE on mvs, of B'way. Evs 8.15 


Matinees Wed. & Sat, at 2.15 
A. H, Woods presents an American play in § Acts 


Tit SONG or SONGS 


By Edward Sheldon, Based on the novel 
\y Herman Sudermann 


_With John Mason, Thomas A. Wise, Others 
B’way and 


WINTER GARDEN 8,2"¢ 


Ev’gsat8 Matinees Tues., Thurs. and Sat. at 2 


MAID IN AMERICA 


THE WINTER GARDEN’S 
_____ SUPREMEST SENSATION 
REPUBLIC Sets 2d Sta Sitar 228 
JOHN CORT PRESENTS 


(Ay arrangement with Leffler & Bratton) 
a new three-act drama 


THE NATURAL LAW 


By Charles Sumner 
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DIARY — February 22, 1820 \| 


A large coaching party came 

up from town today and 
stopped at the Inn for an 
excellent meal and the ever- ! 
popular 


Old Overholt Rye rf 


“Same for 100 years” ~A 
Nowadays, in this age 
of motoring, Old Overholt is 
still the popular choice. Men 
appreciate itsuniform purity, 
quality and flavor. Aged 
in the wood, bottled in 
bond. 

A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

























rest were verbalistic bats, blind to the realities of life. He overturned the idols 
with their repulsive metaphysical jargon, and dared to be naked and natural. 
was “sick of visions and systems that shove one another aside, and come over 
again like the figures in a moving-picture,’’ as Horace Walpole said. 
smug minds who demand the universe served up in a neat little formula, Nietzsche 
is an unsympathetic companion. He.erected no system; no vast polyphonic edi- 
fice with winding staircases and mystic darkened chambers are to be found in his 
writings. He had no philosophical formula; rather, his formula is an image, the 
image of a lithe dancer. In Goethe’s “‘Faust,”’ the second part, you will find the 
beginnings of his philosophy of life. Euphonion, that child of Helena and Faust, 
of Beauty and Intellect, the merging of the Classic and the Romantic, sings, and 
thus sets the pace for Nietzsche, the Dancing Philosopher. 
the tight rope, stretched between two eternities, the Past and the Future (we think 
backward, but live forward) Man, gay and unafraid, views the heights and depths 
It is ‘‘ Man who is a rope connecting animal and Superman’”’ | 

(years before Nietzsche expounded his doctrine of the Superman, Dostoievsky, in | 
“The Possessed,”’ wrote of the transition of a gorilla to God, man the link). He 
was not unlike Emerson—whose aphoristic style he admired—in his avoidance of 
dogmatism; he is a stimulus to thought, an antiseptic critic for all philosophies, reli- 
gious and moral systems. Georg Brandes bids us not to take seriously his 
Superman or his doctrine of the Eternal Recurrence— that way madness lies. 
As Havelock Ellis puts it, he was a “‘ great aboriginal force.”’ 
a terrible fellow, a very Berserker in his raging attacks against existing social 
institutions. He uses a battering ram of rare dialectic skill 
in inverse proportion to the subtlety of his thought—and crash go religious and 
| philosophical monuments reared ages ago. But when the brilliant smoke of his 
| phrases clears, we see still standing the same venerable structures. 
philosopher—who is the reincarnation of an old Greek rhapsodist—lets in light on 
_ dark and dank places. Religion he has not harmed, for religion is as much a matter 


of Time and Space. 


of physiology as psychology; it is an 


| organic need, an emotion, and not an in- 











tellectual luxury. At once man’s poetry 
and his consolation, both Napoléon and 
Nietzsche underrated the undying influ- 
ence of religious faith. 


In Lighter Vein For prime sum- 

mer reading, let me 
recommend to you “‘ The Seven Darlings,”’ 
by Gouverneur Morris (Scribner’s). It is 
a merry tale, told in the author’s swiftest 
and most entertaining style; furthermore, 
it is illustrated by Howard Chandler Christy. 
The combination of Morris and Christy is 
irresistible. | These seven particular Dar- 
lings are six girls (largely legs, to judge 
from the cover) and one brother, members 
of a certain family named Darling, who, 
reduced from wealth to near-wealth, pro- 
ceed to earn their living in a highly divert- 
ing and adventurous manner. They are 
bound to be popular summer girls, these 
six Darlings. Months ago, I foreswore 
books about the war ; newspaper headlines 
more than satisfied my curiosity; never- 
theless, I could not resist Fritz Kreisler’s 
simple, sincere story of his ‘‘ Four Weeks 
in the Trenches”’ (Houghton, Mifflin Co.), 
in which the celebrated Austrian violinist 
relates his shocking experiences. Nor 
could I help re-reading ‘* The Soul of Paris,”’ 
by William J. Guard, of the Metropolitan 
Opera House, a reprint of his very inter- 
esting articles which first appeared in The 
Evening Sun. 

* 


Fame is all right if it is something 
you can take into vaudeville. 


ba 


THE CATCH PHRASE 
JUGGINS: Green Hill, the new cemetery, 
is being advertised as if it were a scenic 
route or a chewing gum. 

HOBSON: What’s their slogan—‘“‘ Sleep 
in Green Hill first’? 


BOTH ENDS 


MILLY: A woman’s troubles are always 
extreme. 
BILLY: Yes; hats and shoes. 


Guo 


The Seven Arts 


(Continued from page 11) 
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his style is simple, 
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attcllarel : 
Boat Builders have join 
the eee Bieter Company in ean ned oi 
alog showing the specialties of each 
which includes fishing launches complets 
from $14 upward to mahogany finished 
express Jaunches with Self-starting6-Cy). 
inder 4-Cycie Gray Motors for 
Cruisers from $450 up. This book helps 
— select qast the model of boat you hays 
ven. looking for and tells you wherato 
buy it and what it will cort. Send forthis 
big Boat Catalog today. Free. Also @ray 
Engine Catalog showing full line of 2 and deyelg 


| marine motors from $5 upwards, cne to six cylinder, 


| Gray Motor Co., 544 Gray Motor Bidg., Detroit. Mich, 





ART STUDIES 


Den Pictures in Bewitching Poses 


Genuine photos from living models on 
double-weight stock. 3 swell cal inets, age ; 
6for soc.; with fine 644x8% photo FREE 
with order for 6 

Our Dollar Special : 6 cal inets, two 
6%.8'4, and so small photos, all for $1.00, 
Money back if not as represented. 
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66 FRAMERS OF THE CONSTITUTION OF THE U.3.A."" NO, 3 


Alexander Hamilton—*father of American Credit” 


DANIEL WEBSTER says of 
Hamilton: “He smote the rock of 
National resources and abundant 
streams of revenue gushed forth; he 
touched the dead corpse of public 
credit and it sprung upon its feet.” 
No man did more to build the Con- 
stitution of the United States than did 
Hamilton. He took a prominent part 
in every debate, and worked indefa- 
tigably on all the important commit- 
tees. His genius, individuality and 
daring foresight are indelibly stamped 
upon every clause of our National 
Law—the law under which Ameri- 
cans are guaranteed for all time Re- 
ligious, Commercial and Personal 
Liberty. During Hamilton's lifetime 
he used his great influence to encour- 
age‘and protect the brewing industry. 
Among all the Fathers of the Republic 
none knew better than he that hon- 
estly-brewed barley-malt beers make 


our piant— covers 142 acres, 


ANHEUSER’BUSCH - ST.LOUIS, U.S.A. 


Visitors to St. Louis cre courteously invited to inspect 


for true temperance. This American 
Colossus, who was second only to 
Washington in the service rendered 
to his country, drank good beer all 
his days. We know of no one who 
has yet dared declare that it injured 
him in any way. Under the tenetsof 
the Constitution, which Hamilton did 
so much to make a fact, Anheusef 
Busch 58 years ago launched theif 
great institution. During these yeafs 
they have honestly brewed honest 
beers. To-day 7500 people 
are daily required to meet (2% 
the public demand. Their Jim 
world-famed brand— 
BUDWEISER 

—because of its quality, 
purity, mildness and ex- 
quisite flavor, exceeds 
the sale of any other 
beer by millions of 


bottles. 



























































Schlitz is Not 
Attacking the 
Light Bottle Brewers 


Only their own admissions that 











“beer in light bottles must be 
protected” are being used against 
them. 

They have incriminated them- 
selves and continue to do so 
every day. 





Schlitz is determined to distin- 
| guish its beer from light bottle 


yodels on 
inets, 26¢ ; 
pto EREE 


| beer. ; 


NEW YORK STYLE | Schlitz’ Only Idea 


“* What shall we do about a little something to eat and drink tonight?” | is P u re Bee r 


“Do like we always do. You drink during the show and I'll eat after it.” 


inets, two 
1 for $1.00 
jed. 
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and when the light bottle brewers decide to 
aoe follow the same idea, Schlitz is with them, 

Miss Quince Entertains in the Parlor but not so long as they sell beer that be- 

comes impure when exposed to light. 


Get Schlitz in Brown Bottles. It is all 
healthfulness, and it costs no more than 


(Continued from page 17) 


Mrs. Canary furnished plates, spoons, and ice-water. Miss Quince looked through 
a book of views of Niagara Falls seven times and decided in her own mind to put . 
the big sale of handkerchiefs off another week, so it wouldn’t conflict with the sale light bottle beer. 
in the petticoat department. 

At 12:30, Mr. Sneath arose and gave an appreciative smile around his audience. 
“This certainly has been the pleasantest evening I’ve spent in a month of Sundays!” 
he declared. ‘*So homelike! You see, ‘traveling around the country as I do, I 
can appreciate an atmosphere like this. Miss Quince, my old friend, certainly is 
to be congratulated! You are one peach of a bunch. This certainly is Liberty 
Hall! If my firm ever sentences me to make my headquarters in this city, I’m going 
to hang my hat up on the rack in Mrs. Canary’s front hall! I gotta go now, because 
I gotta catch an early train out.”’, 

Everybody bade Mr. Sneath a cordial 











oe See that crown is 
branded “ Schlitz’’ 














Order a case today. mt 


The Beer That Made Milwaukee Famous 
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ais 
farewell. Miss Quince was perhaps the iil!!! 
least enthusiastic of the gathering. Still, 


‘she always was an undemonstrative For Sale or Charter tein One of the 


ti cena wacguan | Le F taper Fastest Yachts in American Waters — 


vortex of popularity. The boarding , 
house, en semble, turned to Miss Quince P rl vate S chool 
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with praise of her friend. for your children is perhaps the 
i ss most important choice you have 
Some live wire,”” commented Dave to make. You need the best guide 
Hemisphere. in existence and that undoubtedly 
“ Quite nice-looking,”” approved May you will find every month in the 
“Looks like a spender,” contributed Educational Directory 
Gertie Golightly. of 
Pg around a lot, that boy!” en- 9 M - | 
the New Young Man Harper ~ agazine 1 ata a oad 
1 ee Na eee I Et 
“What was that yarn he told about 8 == 
the ” at et Pal . + ‘ ° P 
“| ?” began Samuel Cribbage. Sor it fo in Harper's Magasine thet you ESPECIALLY ATTRACTIVE 120-FT. twin-screw high speed steam 
must remember some of those Gad the ennounsements of more a. Ideal craft for ferry service, and one that is widely known for 
Stories to tell the boys down at the private and preparatory schools and er speed and appointments. Cruising speed, 20 miles; maximum, 27. 
y Ae PPS : & SI = s 
office,” interrupted Mr. Binney. colleges than in any other publica- I'wo triple expansion engines; new water-tube boiler. Large dining 
“He doesn’t seem one bit like the Will tion—the widest, the best, and the saloon on deck forward ; roomy saloon, owner’s stateroom with brass bed 
Sneath that I used to know,” sobbed most dependable selection. and bathroom aft, also guests’ stateroom. Handsomely finished and 
Miss Quince. “‘He’s ; so completely furnished in every detail. In fine condition ; always had best 
Coarse! ra ee Would vou not like to have your own of care. Price for immediate sale less than half of its actual value. 
cane never Gemm he was the we sat tae’ at May also be chartered upon advantageous terms. For plan and further 
Person I used to— particulars, apply to any Yacht Agency or to owner’s secretary, 





And Miss Quince fied upstairs to her 


own room. ‘cnc 


W. A. SANDS, Room 1002, 29 West 42np Street, New York City 
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OH, WOMAN, WOMAN! 
An Episode of Spring House-Cleaning 


MRS. HOMEBODY: James Homebody, 
just look at this flat! 

MR. HOMEBODY: Well, what’s the 
matter with it? 

MRS. HOMEBODY: Matter with it! 
MATTER with it! Oh, I never did see such 
aman. Why, everything's the matter with 
it, but chiefly and in particular, it’s dirty. 
The walls are dirty, and the ceilings are 
dirty. You said so yourself; you know 
you did. And there’s that corner of the 
spare-voom where the roof leaked last 
winter; that needs fixing, too. I can’t 
bear to look at it. 

MR. HOMEBODY: Why do it, then? / 
don’t. 

MRS. HOMEBODY: Do you mean to 
say that you can go in that spare-room 
and not see that ceiling and the conditions 
it’s in? 

MR. HOMEBODY: I don’t go in the 
spare-room. ; 

MRS. HOMEBODY: Oh, you’re hope- 
less. I believe you wouldn’t care what 
sort of a place you lived in. And there’s 
the kitchen; that’s simply GOT to be done 
over this spring. If they won’t do it for 
us, I’ll move. 

MR. HOMEBODY : Go to it. 

MRS. HOMEBODY: Well, I shall. If 
there’s one thing I like, and insist on hav- 
ing, it’s a place that’s CLEAN. I’m going 
to see the owners to-day, this very morn- 
ing, and find out if we can’t have the 
spare-room ceiling, the kitchen, and some 
of the sidewalls, especialiy in the hail, done 
over this spring. 

MR. HOMEBODY: And have the whole 
flat upset and smelling of paint for two 
weeks, I suppose. 


WANTED— AN IDEA! 
Who can think of some simple thing to patent? 
Protect your ideas, they may bring you wealth, 
Write for “ Needed “Inventions.” and «How to Get 
Your Patent and Your Money.” RANDOLPH & Co.,, 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 165, Washington, D, C. 


MRS. HOMEBODY: Well, I don’t care. 
I want to have the painters here so’s we 
can have a clean place to live in. 

ACT Il 
Time: Evening of the same day 

MRS. HOMEBODY: Well, it takes a 
woman to get things done. I saw the 
owners to-day and.they promised to do 
just what I wanted. The painters will 
be here next week. 

MR. HOMEBODY: O, Lord! 

ACT III 
Time: Early morning one week later 

MRS. HOMEBODY : James, wake up. 

MR. HOMEBODY: Ugh? 

MRS. HOMEBODY : Wake up. We must 
get anearly start. The painters will be here 
in less than half an hour. Gracious, how 
I dread it. I wish they weren’t coming! 


Have Healthy, Strong, Beautiful 
Eyes 

Oculists and Physicians used Murine Eye Rem- 
edy many years before it was offered as a Domes- 
tic Eye Medicine. Murine is Still Compounded by 
Our Physicians and guaranteed by them as a 
Reliable Relief for Eyes that Need Care. ‘Try it 
in your Eyes and in Baby's Kyes—No Smarting— 
Just Kye Comfort. Buy Murine of your Druggist 

accept no Substitute, and if interested write 
for Book of the Kye Free. 

MURINE EVE REMEDY COMPANY 
Chicago, I. 
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CIGARS 


FOR » MEN 


“MADE AT KEY WEST+= 
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A man's mail will reach him where no mortal can, 


MAILING LISTS 


99° Guaranteed 


covering all classes of business, professions, trades or 
individuals. Send for our complete catalog showin 
national count on 7,000 classifications, Also get special 
prices on fac-simile letters and addressing. 


Ross-Gould son.ous:. St. Louis 
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If You Like 
to Hunt, 


Fish or Camp 


You will enjoy the 
National Sportsman 


Magazine, with its 160 
richly illustrated pages. 
full to overtlowing with 
interesting stories and 
valuable information 
about guns,  tishing- 
tackle, cump-ontfits — 
the best places to go for 
fish and game, and a 
. thousand and one valu- 
able “ How to” hints for 
sportsmen, The A- 
TIONAL SPORTSMAN 
is just like a big camp- 
fire in the woods where 
thousands of good fel- 
lows gather once a month 
and spin stirring yarns 
about their experi- 
ences with rod, dog, 
rifle and gun, 


















SPECIAL TRIAL 
OFFER 


Send us 25 cents, 
stamps or coin, and 
we will send you the 
National Sportsman 
for three months, 
also one of our heavy 
burnished Ormolu 
Gold Watch Fobs as 
here shown, with 
seal yrain leather strap 
and gold-plated buckle. 





NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, Inc., 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 








efficient method employed in this course. 
UU 


We use our ts’ work 
names before the Editors, Publishers, etc. 


DAY CLASSES 





in our syndicate, thereby making a reputation and getting their 


practical that teaches practical work. Write at once for our Illustrated Magazine = 
with termsand list of successful pupils who have made good and whose work appearsinthe leading = 
periodicals and newspapers in the United States. : 


ASSOCIATED ART STUDIOS. Mort. M. Burger, Director 
FLATIRON BUILDING, NEW YORK CITY 
EVENING CLASSES 


WUE 


ALL BRANCHES OF ART 
TAUGHT BY MAIL — 
WE BUY OUR STUDENTS’ DRAWINGS — 


LEARN TO DRAW SUCCESSFULLY AND EARN BIG MONEY = 
DRAWING FOR NEWSPAPERS AND MAGAZINES. ARTISTS ARE IN DEMAND | 


Our practical system of personal instruction and lessons by mail will develop your talent. = 
Eighteen years of successful work for Newspapers and Magazines is the basis for the 


MAIL INSTRUCTION 
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No more delightful or 
‘amusing character has 
appeared in fiction 
recently than Old Man 
Curry, the owner of a 
string of race horses 
bearing the names of 
prophets like Elisha 


and Obadiah. Mr. Van! 


Loan has written these 
delightful stories of 
horseflesh and the 
race track in his most 
rollicking vein, and 
they promise to be the 
funniest stories that 
are likely to appear 
anywhere this sum- 
mer. The first one, 
“Leveling with Elisha’ 
will appear in the May 
22nd number. The 
succeeding stories 
will continue through: 
out the summet. 


Collier's 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
416 West 13th Street, New York City 
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A NATURAL-BORN CADDIE 


A Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using 
Abbott’s Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in 
C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


CONVERSATIONAL HINTS 


You would talk with: 
A well-known actor. 


An unknown actor. 


Any beautiful woman. 


A woman with a hare 
lip and a squint. 


An American citizen. 


An Englishman. 


A chorus girl. 


A multi-millionaire. 


An old maid. 


A flapper. 


A non-conformist min- 
ister from Seattle. 


Your wife. 


Topics which will be 
well received: 


His stage successes. 


Himself. 


Her hair, eyes, teeth, 
mouth or figure. 


Her brain power. 


His courtesy to wom- 
en; particularly how 
he gives up his seat on 
the subway to her if 
she be old and ugly. 


American __ cuspidors. 
The polo cup. His 
relatives (N. B.—only 
if titled). 


Her beauty and refine- 
ment. Your surprise 
that she has not been 
starred. 


The absurd discontent 
of the starving poor. 
The nobility he met in 
London. 


Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 
Impertinent misuses of 
today. 


Paris by night. Sex 
freedom. White slav- 
ery. 


The effete East. The 
virile West. Prohi- 
bition. The address 
of a manicure girl. 


Your pretty stenog- 
rapher. Palm Beach. 
What her dearest 
friend’s butler saw. 


- 
MISLEADING 


Topics to be avoided: 


Someone else’s suc- 
cesses. 


Yourself. 


Her brain power. 


Her hair, eyes, teeth, 
mouth or figure. 


Cuspidors. The habit 
of shaving the back of 
his neck. 


His creditors. Ameri- 
can tennis players. 
The Shipping Bill. 


Economy. Literature. 
Presents. 


A loan to yourself. 
The French Revolu- 
tion. The fun the rich 
cause the poor. 


Bernard Shaw. Chorus 
girls. The privately 
circulated poems of 
Burns. 


Flowers. Music. Her 
mother’s wishes. 


The Song of Solomon. 
The Pope. Your own 
views of the Garden 
of Eden. 


Your children. Pies 
your mother baked. 
The scarcity of money. 
Your thirst. 


CONSTABLE: But didn’t you hear the chicken thieves? 
FARMER : Why, yes, I heard’em. But they had an automobile, and was all 
80 intoxicated, I thought they was a party of gentlemen! 


THE NATIONAL LULLABY 


for 
Rest and 


Pajamas Waght Shirts Comfort 


E. Rosenfeld & Ca Makers 
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Baltimore and New York 


A Smart, Sure-Tread, 
Likeable Shoe for Men 


BLACK GUN METAL Bai English last, with blind eyelets to top, $3.50 a pair. 


Note the low, broad, solid tread, the sturdy, yet extremely stylish appearance 
of this excellent Shoe. 


Note also that it is smart enough for dress wear and strong enough to endure 
a long and arduous series of walking tours. 


When outdoors invites— get the right Shoes. 


Third Floor, Men’s Shop, East Building 


ABRAHAM »» STRAUS Sew vox 





H. Altman & Cn. 


are making a special feature of 
Sports and Travel Outfits 


including Golf, Riding and Fishing Suits; 
Bathing Suits; Motor and Traveling Coats; 
Raincoats, Sweaters, Lounging Robes, 
Bath Robes, Negligee Shirts, Golf Hose, 
Outing Shoes, Hats, ete. 


Also Golf Clubs (including the English “ Lilly. 
white” make, with tubular steel shaft); 
Golf Balls; Caddie Bags, Golf Scores and Tees; 
Polo Sets, Tennis Rackets, Covers, Posts, 
Nets and Marking Tapes; Croquet Sets; 
Baseballs, Baseball Bats, Masks, Protectors, 
Gloves and Mitts. 


CAMERAS AND PHOTOGRAPHIC SUPPLIES 





34th and 351h Streets 


PUCK PRINT 
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Fifth Avuenue-Madison Avenue 


paper suitable for framing. :: 


New York 


make beautiful decorations for club rooms and dens. Send 10c. 
in stamps for catalogue of meres reproductions on hea 
PUCK, 301 Lafayette St., N. Y. 









5.S-AQUITANIA 


SS. LUSITANIA — S.S.MAURETANIA 


THE WORLD'S FASTEST STEAMERS 





